CAMEL FOR  DINNER

'Delicacy of delicacies!  Wait and 'you shall see.5

'And how are we going to have it cooked - stewed or
grilled ?' (In the steppe where a heap of stones could have
been gathered they would have grilled the flesh in the
Stone Age manner.)

'We shall boil it. But alas! there is no salt. W'allahi^ if
we had salt, you should judge of the soup/

O, blind lover! I thought. I will also record my own
view that camel flesh is very tough and stringy, and that
boiled, as it has to be, in brackish water and without fat, it
is a weariness both to the palate and to the digestion.

Poor bint Shantuf was brought along and couched. Two
holes were hastily scooped in the sand under her forelegs,
which were then bound, and one Badu holding her tail, and
another twitching her upper lip to bring her head back
along her body, made her powerless to resist. Muhammad,
better butcher than exerciser, had sharpened his dagger
expressly and now bending close to the ground on her
blind side, gave her a sharp stab in the pit of her neck.
A torrent of blood gushed forth as he quickly slashed
across her great throat, muttering as he did so, cln the name
of God, the Compassionate, the Merciful/ and then
continued sawing with his dagger blade through her veins
and windpipe back to the bone, his hands and arms
streaming with blood. After her first desperate lurch and
a few feeble gurgling grunts she lay still, with her monstrous
neck tilted over like a falling tree, and her eyes of a glassy
pallor. Never have I seen Badawin more elated; the pros-
pect of a hearty meal cheered them all and with little axes
and knives they all fell gleefully skinning and jointing.
Five heaps of fresh meat soon lay on the sands - for the
five camp-fire parties composing my caravan, and a shout